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A SAFE CONCLUSION —Judging from the Character of the ; Conaiies Just Appointed. 


Pucx.—‘‘ Say, stranger, what is your idea in putting a Centiry Plant up there?”’ 
Crrizen.—‘‘ Well, I want my grandchildren to see it in bloom, and this is sure, now, to be a permanency.” 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





little over a year ago, the Republican 

party held a convention at Chicago, and 
nominated as its candidate for the Presidency 
a man who, according to the testimony of the 
New York 7Z7vidune, the Honorable Stephen B. 
Dorsey and other eminent authorities, was the 
foremost statesman of his time, a great histo- 
rian, a publicist of rare experience and wisdom, 
a man of unsullied reputation in public and 


private life, a magnetic leader, a white-plumed | 


knight, a pure and zealous patriot, the idol of 
the people, and the one man of all men fit to 
sit in the chair of Washington and Lincoln and 
to guide the destinies of this great country. 


* 
* * 


A little later the Democratic party held a 
convention at the same place. ‘The Democrats 
nominated for the Presidency a man who, ac- 
cording to the eminent authorities mentioned 
above, was an incapable and inexperienced 
politician, a nobody, a narrow-minded non- 


entity, a shallow and commonplace fellow, with- 
| 


out character, principle or determination; a 
person of extremely ill-regulated life, the asso- 
ciate of low people, a drunkard, a hangman, 
and one who ate with his knife. 


* 
* * 


According to the New York 77tsune and 
Mr. Stephen B. Dorsey, if you voted for the 
Republican candidate you voted to uphold the 
Union, the sanctity of the home, the purity of 
the franchise, the fifteenth amendment, the 
protective tariff, and all the other things which 
can be upheld in a republic where the chief 
magistrate is elected once in every four years. 
It you voted for the Democratic candidate, 
you voted for mob-law at the polls, a debased 
currency, the payment.of indemnities to the 
South for the loss of her slaves, free trade and 




















| ruin, the immediate expulsion of all Republican 


office-hoiders and the installation of numerous 
unregenerate rebels, the abolition of all stand- 
ards of social morality, the apotheosis of the 
gallows and the demijohn, and the justification 


of the knife as a vehicle for food. 


* 
* 


It may be remembered that Puck, in com- 
pany with several other persons and papers, 
took the liberty of disagreeing with the Honor- 
able Stephen B. Dorsey and the New York 
Tribune. Puck went the length of stating, at 
intervals during the summer of 1884, his con- 
viction that the Democratic candidate was an 
able, intelligent and conscientious man, of great 
force of character and sound and wholesome 
principles; and that the Republican candidate 
was a shallow, brazen, tricky politician, with a 
bad record and a bad ambition, and with no 
better capital than “ cheek ”’ and unscrupulous- 
ness. Painful as the duty was, we were obliged 
to differ with the New York Z7ibune and the 
Honorable Stephen B. Dorsey on these little 
points. 

* . * 

The inexorable logic of Fate, and a failure 
on the part of the Republican managers to swop 
enough votes with the County Democracy of 
New York, settled the question. Mr. Cleveland 
was placed in the Presidential chair, and Mr. 
Blaine was allowed to languish in Augusta, Me. 
Strangely enough, Mr. Cleveland was the nomi- 
nee of the Democratic party, and Mr. Blaine 
was the white-plumed knight who had been 
selected to lead the Republican ranks to vic- 
tory. It is now our pleasing duty to recall the 
assertions and inferences of both sides, as they 
were presented during the summer of 1884, 
and see how they are borne out by the facts of 
the summer of 1885. 


four months in the Presidential chair. 





Mr. Cleveland has now been something over 
So far, 
he has given us the most quiet and conservative 
administration that we have known in a gener- 
ation. His appointments to office have been, 
with a few—a very few—exceptions, highly 
commendable. The pledges he made before 
election—not to the politicians, but to the 
people who voted for him—have been strictly 
carried out. None of the terrible disasters that 
were to attend his election have come to pass. 
The rebel brigadiers, still sit in the shade of 
their Southern palmettos, unsummoned to Wash- 
ington. The gentle negro, thrumming his banjo 
in the cotton-field, has not yet been reinstated 
in the picturesque fetters of his ancestors. Nor 
has his late owner been paid time rates for his 
independence. And no foreign diplomatist 
has yet complained that the etiquette of the 
White House obliges him to use his knife for 
the purposes for which the fork was intended. 
* ‘ * 

And what of Mr. Blaine? There is no Mr. 
Blaine. ‘The white-plumed knight, the high- 
minded patriot, the aggressive American and 
all the rest of him has vanished from the mem- 
ory of his adorers, and there remaineth not 
even the effluvium of the gas that buoyed him 
up for five months. And who is the idol set up 
in his place? Who is the new savior of the 
country, by the grace of the Repvdlican party ? 
Why, our old Lindley - Murray - less, roaring, 
tearing arabesque wild quagga of the West, 
John A. Logan, And what is the arabesque 
John A. Logan doing for himself and the coun- 
try just now?- Dearly beloved brother, the 
arabesque John A. Logan is building up a little 
boom for himself on an ardent profession of 
love for Civil Service Reform—and he who 
wishes to comment on this may do so. 











DO TWO WRONGS MAKE A 








SALOON-KEEPER.—* Hi! Mishter! Dish money vas nicht goot.” 


GENTLEMAN OF LEISURE.—‘‘ Dat makes us square, den. 


liquor wasn’t no good, neither. (Good-day, boss.” 


| An old and valued contributor, 


| AL 


| 


| the following ‘* good one” from 


RIGHT ? 


-, of Beaver Dam, sends us 








away out in the state of Michigan. - 

Old uncle ‘Jim’ Dusenbury is 
well known throughout this region, 
and is generally esteemed a * char- 
acter” by those who have had oc- 
casion to encounter his dry wit, for 
“Jim” is something of a wag at 
times. 


The other day, meeting Mr. R—, 


a farmer of the neighborhood, he 
accosted— 

The continuation of this interest- 
ing anecdote, or something powerful 
like it, may be found in H--Z-r’s 
Dr-w-r. You won’t find anything 
of the sort in PicKINGS FROM PUCK, 
Second Crop, for 1885; but you 
will find lots of fresh, new, super 
calendered humor. 25 cents, of all 
newsdealers. 


Mailed to any part of the United 


Dat 





States or Canada on receipt of price. 
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CULTURE AND ART. 


An Appeal to an Advanced Mind. 

















O maiden of Boston, how wondrous appears 

The outcome in you of the culture of years! 

I gaze on your easel with awe-stricken eyes, 

And my soul strives in vain to express its surprise. 
Untrammeled your soul, and regardless of rules, 

And free from the bonds of conventional schools— 

A new freedom in Art you have brought from the East — 
Whate’er else it may be, it is freedom at least. 


Oh, mind not, dear maid, if the critic unkind 

‘To the beauteous points of your picture is blind, 

A prejudiced being, he never can see 

How you ’ve treated your subject originally, 

He will make a to-do, if by chance you think best 
To paint a man’s shoulder-blades plumb on his breast. 
Do not mind him, the cynic—he ’Il say, if he can, 
That six ribs make a meagre allowance for man— 
Don’t mind him, my dear—you are Boston, and so 
You can tell him Anatomy ’s awfully low; 

Sail in on the culture with which you ’re imbued, 
Nor encourage sad Nature in being too nude, 








THE INTELLIGENT GUIDE. 


LakE GEorGE, July 13th, 1885. 

After arriving here and getting something to 
eat, the thing of things seemed to be to charter 
a team of horses, and take a drive over the 
hills to catch a glimpse of the surrounding 
country. The man at the stable could not be 
made to understand that a team is two horses, 
and not one horse and one wagon. But, as I 
did not come up here to disseminate knowledge 
and wisdom, I didn’t struggle very hard to 
satisfy the yokel that he was in error. If he 
could only drive the horses, and put on the 
brakes going down a steep mountain in time to 
keep the wagon from running over the horses, 
he would be as satisfactory to me as the man 
who knows so much that it makes him round- 
shouldered to carry it around. He agreed to 
point out places of interest along the way, and 
to divulge information touching the same, and 
to cheerfully answer any questions we might 
put to him regarding the untamed and, con- 
sequently, romantic scenery of the lake and 
vicinity. I never met a man who knew less, 
or Was more uncommunicative. He knew less 
about Lake George than Gladstone did about 
the Eastern question, 

A little way up the road we—for there were 
several of us—said: 

“What mountains are those over there ?”’ 

“The range ain’t got no name,” he said, and 
stopped short, as though the sentence was the 
regulation size that goes with a three-dollar ride. 

“What are those two mountains over there 
called ?”? we asked. 

“Oh, them’s the twins,’ 
With the whip. 

Then he relapsed into silence. The only 
reasons that can be ascribed for these two 


> he said, pointing 





mountains being called the twins is that they 
don’t look sufficiently alike to be second cou- 
sins. One is about twice the size, and looks 
three times as old as the other. 

“*What’s that over there ?”’ I asked. 

“ ‘longue Mountain,” he replied, 

** How did it get that peculiar name ?” 

“ Dunno,”’ he replied, lazily, as though he 
did not care to know himself, and could not 
see why any one else should care. 

“‘What’s that building back there among the 
trees ?”” 

“A church.” 

“ What kind ?” asked one of the ladies. 

“ Presbyterian’tain’tusednomore,” he said, all 
in one word. 

“Why isn’t it used ?”’ asked one of the ladies, 
who suidenly became interested and wanted to 
know all about it. 

“ Congregation ’s all dead,” he said. 

“Nothing of the happy past left but the un- 
raised mortgage ?”’ I ventured to ask, 

“ Dunno,”’ he drawled. 

“What are those things growing there by 
the rail-fence ?” 

‘““'Them’s wild gooseberries.”’ 

“Good to eat ?” inquired one of the ladies, 
who seemed on the point of getting out for 
some, 

“ Yeswhenthey’reripe,” he said, in one word. 

So no one ventured out for any. 

“ Any good fishing around here ?”’ I asked, 
to break the awful silence. 

“Nop; everything fished out.” 

“ Any shooting ?” 

“A few squirrels and patridges.”* 

“Tsn’t this a pretty cold place in winter ?” 

"Vou" 

“Is it as cold in winter as it is hot in sum- 
mer ?” 

“ Dunno.” 

“Is it as rainy in April as it is windy in 
March ?” 

“ Dunno.” 

“Are the snow-birds as thick here in August 
as the mosquitos are in January ?”’ 

‘«- Never noticed.” 

“ What kind of grave-yard is that over there ?” 

«*'Tain’t no kind in partickler; jest a reg’ lar 
ord’nary sorto grave-yard.” 

* Any of the inmates hung on that beam over 
the gateway before insertion ?” 

“ Dunno.” 

“ What kind of church is that little stone one 
with the ivy on it just down at the bottom of 
the hill in the bend of the road ?” 

“ Episcopal.” 

“ Ritualistic ?” inquired one of the young 
ladies. 

“Eh ?”? asked the driver, with a vacant stare. 

* Ritualistic,”’ repeated the young lady, who, 


noticing his puzzled look, added: “I mean is | 


it a high church ?” 
“Qh, yes,” he said, brightening up: “ It’s 
higher than it looks. It don’t look high out- 


side, but just go in and look up at the ceiling | 


once.”’ 

Shortly after the drive ended, but not before 
I learned that the driver had never heard of 
“The Last of the Mohicans” and the other 
Leatherstocking tales. In fact, he admitted that 
he knew nothing at all of Cooper, except that 
he used to sit on an air-cushion, and had once 
run for the Presidency. 

R. K. MuNKITTRICK. 


* To the German Compositor—Dear Sir: 
If you set this up ‘ partridge” you will be killed on 
my return. R. K. M. 








A PITTSBURGH DEBATING SOCIETY has decid- 
ed that girls should be twenty-four or twenty-five 
years old before marrying. It takes a woman 
of discretion and experience to keep a family 
clean in Pittsburgh. 














y DEAR DIANA: 
Stately fair 


Sits well upon the classic head 
Crowned with its braids of golden 
) red. 
J Beautiful, Dian, all allow 
The lines of that Junonian brow; 
Beautiful are the eyes that gaze 
With languid grace of ancient days. 
My dear, no olden sculptor planned 
Beauty more generously grand, 
To carve within the undying stone 
In goddess: glory—than your own, 
But yet, Diana, let me here 
Drop you a sy mpathetic tear. 
All winter you have reigned serene 
High Fashion’s undisputed queen, 
But now that summer skies are blue 
The fashion ’s changed—alas for you! 
And in the mountains, by the sea, 
There reigns a lesser deity— 
The frank and free and freckled girl, 
With nez retroussée, hair all curl, 
Who loves to swim, to walk, to run-- 
Who careth naught for tan of sun; 
No statuesque immortal she; 
but, oh, her light divinity 
Whisks in a tennis-skirt about, 
And cuts you, Dian, coldly out, 


“ FERDINAND Warp takes the cake,”’ says an 
exchange. ‘This would go to show that the 
cake was not nailed. 








Ir Joun L. SULLIVAN ever adopts literature 
for a profession, he would probably write under 
the nom de plume of “ Slug One.” 





‘THOMAS JEFFERSON once paid fifteen thou- 
sand dollars for a suit of clothes. Democratic 
simplicity meant something in those days. 


How po you trim a boot? Why, with Valen- 
ciennes lace, of course. ‘The next thing we 
know you will be asking us how to trim a lamp. 

SoME PERSONS think that Queen Victoria 
would lose her crown if she should marry again. 
She would be much more likely to lose her head. 





Ir SEEMS strange that people should lay away 
money for a rainy day, when it is almost im- 
possible to spend money, except in fine sun- 
shiny weather. _ 

Mr. GLADSTONE invited Lord Tennyson to 
drive with him the day after his ministeriai de- 
feat. Mr. Gladstone would apparently do most 
anything to prevent His Lordship from writing 
a poem about him. 


THe Kinc oF Bavaria is said to be bank- 
rupt. We don’t understand this, It is said he 
only paid forty thousand dollars for a seat at 
the opera. His ministers have probably been 


extravagant in other quarters, 
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Exotic exile from some Afric isle, 
(x being algebraic for unknown,) 
What fetish of the Congo or the Nile 
Sent you, poor devil, to this temperate zone? 
I wonder were you sea-sick on your trip, 
To the discomfort of some mate below, 
And if you damned both passengers and ship 
As forcibly as I did years ago. 


TO 


What were your first impressions when you viewed 
This Empire City of the stripes and stars? 
What are they now? For—pardon if I’m rude— 
Opinions always change behind the bars. 
And in the tailless mob that daily roars 
With tropic breath around your little cage, 
Have you seen distant relatives of yours, 
And have you yet perceived your lineage? 


Regard them closely, monkey, and you ’Il see 

Each antic of your hylobatic zones. 
Like you they chatter, envy, quarrel, flee, 

Fret, whimper, cringe, and then go ‘shunting bones.” 
But, you unlike, they ’re full of venomed greeds 

And passions. Pshaw! I ’m sick of all their strife. 
’T is rank injustice to compare their deeds 

With your serene and philosophic life. 

* 


MR. CROWLEY, 


THE LITTLE CHIMPANZEE IN CENTRAL PARK, 





With gentle glee each fleet and fleeting flea 
How swiftly dost thou catch and calmly crack, 
With equal grace from off thy hairy face 
Or from some comrade’s quadrumanous back. 
And yet, dear Crowley, thou art not alone 
In thy possession of a parasite. 
We larger monkeys, into manhood grown, 
Are likewise bled and bitten day and night. 
For is the man who strikes me for a V 
Aught save a large anthropomorphic flea? 


Do visions of thy simian love return 
Across the convolutions of thy brain? 
Do all the fibres of thy being burn 
When thou recallest all the charms again 
Of pallid golden nostrils, pinkish eyes, 
Sharp-pointed ears, of vast and spreading feet, 
Of hairy mouth and tail of awful size— 
A simian dream of loveliness complete? 


And when thou diest, Crowley, wilt thou share 
‘The orthodox apparel and the horn? 

With dead chimpanzees wilt thou cleave the air 
And fill with monkey-music the last morn? 

And when fatigued by sport, with folded wing— 
Celestial slumber falling on thine eyes— 

With tail curled round the golden bar, wilt swing 
Head downward in the gates of Paradise? 

W. E. S. F. 





* oe 








SEA-BATHING.—ITS CONDITIONS SCIENTIFICALLY STUDIED AND EXPLAINED. 





Sea-bathing is unquestionably one of the greatest inventions of 
modern times, I say that because I don’t know whether it was invented 
in ancient times or not. It would bea pretty fair thing to bet on, no 
doubt, because the ocean is generally allowed to be the oldest inhabit- 
ant of this mundane sphere. 

‘hey used to tell me when I was at school that a Roman sharp by 
the name of Caracalla was a great hand at building baths. Now, any 
one can see at a glance that they were not sea-batls, because a sea-bath 
is born, not made. All you have to do is to go down on the beach, and 
there’s your sea-bath, ready made, one price, no discount to the trace, 
and certain to fit. 

Most people who like to bathe at all are fond of bathing in the 
sea. I know a good many persons who ought to bathe in the sea, chiefly 
because the water is salt and they are not; but then that does not come 
within the scope of this dissertation, People like sea-bathing because 
they don’t have to wash themselves, ‘The water attends to that business. 
It washes you right ashore on top of your head very frequently, and with 
an earnestness that would make the fortune of a political orator. 

When the water washes you ashore in this interesting manner, you 
arise to your feet as soon as you are able, and begin to prospect around 
your person to see what you have picked up — If you discover that you 
have not collected an exhibit of more than eight clam-shells, fourteen 
pounds of coarse sand, a bolt or two of sea-weed and a spider-crab, you 
go away up the beach and feel dejected. A man who has been properly 
washed up by the sea ought to be able to display a geological and bio- 
logical collection that would do credit to a prosperous dime-museum. 

The chief ornament of a sea-bath is the breaker. A breaker is a 
wave in a state of beastly intoxication, It is utterly unable to stand up, 
so it comes reeling and tottering in toward the shore, and finally tumbles 
clean over and becomes so inextricably mixed up with itself that noth- 
ing short of an expert accountant could make head or tail out of it. 

When you go in sea-bathing you usually meet with a breaker. You 
have a good time, then. 1 lean to the opinion that the breaker has a 
better time than the bather; but if you are in good training, and have 
studied the subject for some years, you may be able to maintain the op- 
posite opinion with some show of sanity. 

There is nothing on this earth so sure to take the Oh-why-should- 
the-spirit-of-mortal-be-proud out of a man as a meeting early in the day 
with a full-grown breaker. You realize right then and there that the 
Hereness of the ‘Thing is with you—right on to you—and that you can- 
not get it off by simple meditation, You have got to get right in and 
kick, and kick hard, my son; for the breaker wotteth verily of what it is 
about, and smiteth even as the bumble-bee at noontide or the copper’s 
club at midnight. I am giving you this information in a nude state. I 
do not clothe it with metaphor or simile. ‘lhese facts are sheet-iron, 
steel-riveted, and are warranted not to warp or rust in damp weather. 

Another interesting thing about sea-bathing is the water. You can 
stand on the shore and look at the water, and call all your friends 
around, and get up pools as to whether: it is warm, cold or medium. 
Then you can appoint a committee of one and throw him in to see. If 
he says *O-o-0-0-0-h!” and comes out of the ocean as if he had sud- 
denly met'a hornets’ nest, you may be sure it is cold. If he remarks 
“‘Wh-o-0-0-00p/”’ and strikes out for the coast of Portugal, you may de- 
pend upon it that the water is all right. Always have a committee to 
decide this point before you go in. I have known men to go in rashly 
and endanger their hopes of happiness in the hereafter by making un- 
parliamentary remarks:right out loud. 





Unquestionably, however, the most interesting part of sea-bathing 
is the crab. What makes it all the more interesting is that you do not 
see the crab. Funny, isn’t it? 

The crab lieth in wait for the unwary and peeleth the cuticle off 
the heel of the thoughtless. He goeth about on the bottom of the sea, 
in the darkness under the waters he sneaketh around. And lo! no man 
knoweth of his presence nor the whereaboutness of him. He riseth up 
in secret places and goeth away in silence. He cheweth the little toe 
of the righteous and the big toe of the sinner without any distinction of 
age, sex, color, or previous condition of servitude. He heedeth not the 
ejaculation of the elect, neither doth he give a red for the imprecation 
of the ungodly. He getteth right on to whatsoever is of the flesh fleshly, 
and he generally taketh some of it home with him. Verily, he knoweth 
his business, doth the aforesaid crab, and it behooveth the wise man 
in his day and generation to hang fast to a recollection of this fact. 

Those who object to have small detachments of their person car- 
ried away into the secret recesses of the bottom of the sea by this same 
crab should never go in bathing in the briny deep. You may escape 
stubbing your toe against a water-polished rock or stepping on the 
executive side of a broken clam-shell; but if you think you are going 
to walk into the ocean and not meet with a formal protest from some 
aged and purse-proud crab who thinks he owns the whole business, you 
are solemnly, sadly, tearfully mistaken. 

I have been there, and what I tell you is based upon impressions 
that entered so deeply into my soul—and toes - that they will leave me 
only when the coroner takes possession of me. 

W. J. HENDERSON. 








THE SECRET 


CAUSE. 





««Mr. Van Shinkendyke, I’ve seen you at all the hops, but you never dance. 
How is that? Is it family pride?” 

**No, Miss Giddihed.” 

*¢Ts it weariness of the world—deep-rooted cynicism?” 

‘¢ Miss Giddihed, it is neither family pride nor deep-rooted cynicism, but it 
is just plain deep-rooted distrust of the back seam of this dress-coat, on my part, 
and deep-rooted distrust of me on my tailor’s. ‘hat’s all it is, Miss Giddihed.” 
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A MUSICAL MELANGE. 
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The First Baptist Church of Pawnticket, 
R. L., has been fighting the devil with his own 
weapons. 

Numbered commutation tickets, good for ten 
admissions to its prayer-meetings, were pre- 
pared and issued gratuitously to the young peo- 
ple of its flock. ‘The deacons took turns at the 
door, and punched out one number for each 
person admitted. When the ten numbers had 
been thus canceled, the punched ticket was 
exchanged for a ticket to the skating-rink, and 
a new one issued in its place. 

This scheme worked admirably, from a spirit- 
ual point of view, giving odds of ten to one 
against the devil; and, regarded as a purely 
business scheme, resulted in full houses. 

Last Friday night, however, certain unscru- 
pulous members of the congregation put into 
effect a plan to break the bank, as it were. 


The deacon was the proprietor of the skating- 
rink, and the inspired author of the above 
scheme. He was also near-sighted to a degree. 
Consequently he punched away at the com- 
mutation tickets as they were presented without 
penetrating the identity of the bearers. The 


at eight the deacon was still wearily punching. 
The church only held about three hundred 
people, and yet “a steady stream of human- 
ity”* had been pouring into “the sacred edi- 
fice”* for a good hour. 

The deacon figured that if they were corded 
up inside—and he could see no other way of 
disposing of them—they must fill the room up 
about even with the chandelier. ‘The unwonted 
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Deacon Fatling was on the door that night. | 


SALVATION AND SKATES. | 
a | but flattered him still more, and so he went on 
blindly punching and peddling out skating- 





success of his plan surprised him somewhat, 


rink tickets, mentally totting up the probable 
amount of the collection he proposed to spring 
upon this large and, no doubt, enthusiastic as- 
semblage later. 

At quarter past eight the steady stream that 
still flowed past the door began to wear upon 
the deacon’s patience. At eight-thirty his pa- 
tience and his skating-rink tickets gave out to- 
gether. He had had five hundred of these at 
seven o’clock, and now they were all gone. 
The temporal aspect of this unwonted boom 
rather worried the skating-rink proprietor, but 
its spiritual side filled the deacon with joy. 

Leaving another man on the door, he started 
off for a fresh supply of tickets. As he rounded 
the corner of the church he had a revelation. 
It consisted of a procession of shadowy figures 


| emerging in an unbroken sequence from a side | 
The deacon returned sadly to the | 


window. 


| door, and passed into the body of the church. 


doors had been opened at seven o’clock, and | 


It was barely filled. 
The devil had won against odds. 
F. E. CHase. 








AN EXCHANGE says: ‘And those content 


| with mush to-day will one day eat mince-pies.” 





This seems to us to be a very poor way of en- 
couraging contentment. 

Dry Toast— The Kind They Drink at a 
Temperance Dinner. 





* Reprinted by the kind permission of the great-great- 
grandchildren of the original authors. 
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Ty Me ATTA! 
——— 






At one of the many hotels that skirt the 
shores of Lake George, a man entered the din- 
ing-room, took a seat at the table, and said to 
the waiter: 

‘‘ Bring me a rat-tail file.” 

“We have none,” replied the brown-eved 
beauty, blushing to the roots of her artificial 
hair. 

“Then bring me a whet-stone.” 

“ A what?” asked the girl. 

“A whet-stone,”’ replied the man: “ one of 
those stones that farmers use to sharpen scythes 
with. Haven’t you ever seen a farmer stand 
and rasp his scythe at the rate of fifty rasps a 
minute, without cutting his fingers?” 

* Ves,” 

“Well, that’s the kind of stone [ want.” 

“ But we have none,”’ answered the giri, in a 
rather embarrassed manner. 

“Then I would like a grind-stone.” 

“There is no grind-stone in the place,’ 
| the girl. 

“What, no grind-stone ?” 
“No,” responded the girl: “but may I ask 
what you want with any of these things?” 
| Certainly,” replied the man: “I see you 
| have nothing to eat at this summer resort, and 
| I simply want an engine, instrument or utensil 
that I may successfully use in knocking, rasping 
and grinding the flowery and conspicuous edge 
off my appetite.”’ 





> said 











An ILLINOIS man is reported to have in- 
vented a new kind of chain-feed. Let’s see. 
That is the kind they feed the ostriches, isn’t it ? 


ee 
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PUCK. 





LOST—A BARREL. 


I have lost a barrel. ‘lo the best of my 
judgement it must have been about thirty feet 
high and fifteen feet in diameter. I say “judge- 
ment,’’ because I have no distinct recollection 
of ever having owned such a behemoth of bar- 
rels. I simply infer its mastodonic dimensions 
from the following facts. 

I have lately moved from my former place 
of residence to another part of the city. In 
this connection I will say right here that it is 
not my purpose to dig up any of the palzonto- 
logical “ moving-day.”’ chestnuts that flourished 
in the Jurassic period of American humor, 
Having laid this ghost of apprehension in the 
reader’s mind, and secured his unterrified at- 
tention, 1 will simply say that the process of 
moving my things was conducted very quietly 
and without incident by certain Hibernian art- 
ists, whose addresses I will furnish to the “ Dan- 
bury Newsman ”’ upon his personal application. 

Everything, apparently, turned up at the new 
house in good order and condition save one 
barrel, which the teamster could neither pro- 
duce nor satisfactorily account for, Supposing 
it to be a trifling matter of ex-stove-pipes and 
other hardware, however, he incautiously agreed 
to make the loss good as soon as we could as- 
certain the value of the missing articles. 

A superficial investigation showed the black- 
ing-brushes, the butter-dish of a decorated din- 
ner-set, the kitchen clock, and a pair of cav- 
alry boots belonging to myself to be missing. 
‘These were distinctly remembered to have been 
packed in the lost barrel, and a memorandum 
was made accordingly. ‘lo this list was added 
later a rolling-pin, an oil-stove, and the family 
Bible. Later still, Vol. IV. of Knight’s Shak- 
spere, in tree calf, and the molasses-jug. ‘hen 
a set of fire-irons, and one of a pair of Sévres 
vases, carefully protected against breakage, ac- 
cording to the distinct recollection of the wo- 
men of the household, by being wrapped in my 
dress-coat, 

‘The next day a small chest of drawers filled 
with retired underclothing and other domestic 
articles on the half-pay list was found to have 
been omitted from the returns, and this, to- 





gether with a child’s velocipede, was also re- 
ferred to the missing barrel as part and parcel 
g ] ] 





of its probable contents. Later in the day it 
was discovered that the clothes-horse and an 
iron bedstead had not turned up, and these, 
too, were supposed to have been embarreled 
with the rest. 

Late in the afternoon word was received 
from a family who had occupied the flat next 
to ours, and who had moved out on the same 
day, to the effect that a grand piano belonging 
to them was missing, and had probably been 
carted off with our things by mistake. A thor- 
ough search having shown no such article to 
be among our chattels, the conviction was 
forced upon us that the piano must have got 
into that barrel by some blunder, and we sent 
back word accordingly, stating that the team- 
ster would make it all right. 

The next day the teamster presented his bill, 
and asked what allowance he should make for 
the lost barrel. I produced my memorandum 
and figured on it. I found that the teamster 
owed me, after deducting the amount of his 
bill, just eight hundred and sixty-one dollars 
and forty-three cents. I announced this result 
to him, and he asked to see the figures. He 
then retired, remarking that he would see me 
in some place or other—I didn’t catch the 
name ~ first. 

He did not keep this appointment, however, 
for on looking him up next day I found that 
he had sold out his business and left town to 
escape liability. 

You see the predicament in which I am placed 
in consequence of all this, Not only do I lose 
all of my own things that were packed in that 
barrel—and the list is growing every day—but 
I am held responsible, in the teamster’s ab- 
sence, for the value of that grand piano as well. 

So, if any person has found a barrel answer- 
ing to the above description, and will kindly 
return it to me in care of this office, he will 
relieve me of great anxiety, and be suitably re- 
warded—by so doing. F. ELC, 








ABOUT THE SAME THING. 
CusTOMER (fo new clerk in tobacco- store).— 

“Give me two mild five-cent cigars.’ 
New CLerK.—*“ We haven’t any mild five- 
cent cigars, sir, but I can give you a streng 


ten-cent cigar.” 








A POINTER FOR HARD-UP DUDES. 





Our friend Flowingbowl, being a little hard pressed for money and summer apparel, hits upon the above 


plan of utilizing his winter ulster. 
fashion—the Norfolk Jacket. 


He can thus promenade our fashionable thoroughfares in that freak of 





A SYMPHONY OF THE SEA, IN E FLAT. 


I would be a bather free 
Clothed in my stripes and my symmetry. 
And when summer is 
upon hill and lea, 
I ’d be 
Wrapt in the arms of 
the tumbling sea 
At fair Conee, 

For the water seems 
to agree with me, 
And care and woe and 

vexation flee, 

But here I am stuck 
in this hot citee, 
And the stairs to my 
boarding-house room 

are three, 

And the single towel 
they give to me 

Is thinner than thin- 
nest dimity, 

And a gill of Croton 
is all the sea 
For me. 

ABE AURDER. 


























PLACING AN ADVERTISEMENT. 


STRANGER (f0 Country /ditor).—\ dropped 
in this morning to see you in regard to placing 
an advertisement in— 

Country Epiror (rubbing his hands). — 
Yes, sir; be seated, sir. 

STRANGER.—I like your paper. I like its 
principles, and the bold stand it takes on the 
subject of Prohibition, and— 

Country Epiror.—You will find our rates 
for advertising as low as— 

STRANGER—I like its independence, its atti- 
tude respecting the sacredness of the Sabbath, 
its fight for the poor and lowly, and its fear- 
less denunciation of the rich and mighty, its— 

Country Epiror.—Yes, sir. An ad. placed 
in our paper will be read by thous— 

STRANGER.— In excluding from your columns, 
sir, everything of a sensational nature, or that 
cannot be read by every member of the house- 
hold without bringing the mantling blush of 
shame, you set an example, sir, to the news- 
papers of this country that cannot but bear 
fruit, and— 

Country Epiror.—Well, about that adver- 
tisement you were— 

STRANGER.— The niission of your journal, 
sir, is a noble one. “Upward and onward” 
is a glorious sentiment. In putting aside all 


| sordid thoughts of gain and battling for truth 


' to say this morning. 


and justice alone, you elevate your paper, sir, 
to the highest realms of journalism, and— 
Country Eprror.—About how much space 
will your advertisement occupy ? 
STRANGER.—Well, 1 am not quite prepared 
I happened to be pass- 
ing through your beautiful little village, and | 
thought I would step in and get your rates. If 
you will kindly state in your next issue that 


| Mr. Obadiah R. Tomlinson, a prominent citi- 





| 


zen of Posey County, spent a few hours in town 


last week and made us a pleasant call, and send” 


me a marked copy of the paper, | will be 
obliged to you, sir, Good-morning. 





‘THE QUEEN OF ITALY writes, not for publi- 
cation, but for her own amusement. We com- 
mend the example of the Queen to our friend, 
Lord ‘Tennyson. 


PITTSBURGH TURNS out eighty-five million 
bottles a year. This explains why Kentucky 
happened to be located so near to Pittsburgh. 





LITTLE PITCHERS have large ears. ‘That may 
be true; but it doesn’t prevent their getting 
men out on strikes. 
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PUCK. 














IN CHANGE UNCHANGED. 


It was toward the close of a sultry summer 
day in the year 1985. ‘The lower or fashion- 
able part of New York was wrapped in languid 
silence. ‘the modish world was either out of 
town or disporting itself on the Promenade at 
the Battery, on the Plaza at Governor’s Island, 
or in the humbler walks of Bedloe’s, where the 
little old Bartholdi Statue of Liberty nestles 
among the mightier monuments of modern 
times. 

Gazing on the rows of palatial houses, now | 
closed for the season, which make Fulton and | 
Ann Streets bright with the glory of new stone 
and bright brick; looking upon the snowy mar- | 
ble palaces of Nassau Street and lower Broaci- 
way, contemplating the exquisite villas that gem 
our noble water-front on South and West Streets. 
it would have been hard indeed to realize that 
once upon a time the busy stream of trade had 
invaded these aristocratic precincts, and that 
less than a hundred years ago the palaces of 
commerce and finance choked. the city from 
the Battery well nigh to 14th Street; and that 
our forefathers would have lifted up their eyes 
in astonishment could they have foreseen the | 
passage of the beneficent law which relegated 
the business of the city strictly to the limits of 
Brooklyn and Staten Island, leaving the garden 
of Manna Hatta to its city of luxurious homes. 

A thoughtful spectator, of antiquarian tastes, 
gazing on the scene spread out before him, 
might indeed have wondered that so few traces 
remain to us of the old mercantile city of New 
York. The foundations of the Astor House, 
supporting the present Byzantine structure 
known as the Casino, and the vast depression in 
the park opposite, where rumor records that the 
post-office built by the architect Mulkitt or 
Mullit once stood—these are (with a corner of 
what is supposed to have been the old Z7zbune 
Building, now incorporated into that magnifi- 
cent structure, the Free Public Skating-Rink, 
bestowed by the proprietors of PuCK upon a 
grateful city) all that is left of the buildings of 
old business-like New York. 

‘The summer twilight was already growing 
dim when from a cavity in the side of a crater- 
like excavation which some workmen had re- 
cently made near the site of the old City Hall 
there emerged three noticeable figures, All 
were stout, and one, of a Hebraic cast of fea- 
ture, was unusually tall, All three had the ap- 
pearance of having been but recently aroused 
from deep and protracted slumber, All were 
dressed in the strange antique costumes of the 
nineteenth century— the loose stove-pipe trou- 
sers, once popularly known as “ pants,” the 
shapeless black coats, and the shirts of more or 
less white linen, stiffly starched. 

With wondering looks the strange trio wan- 
dered out into the open air and slowly turned | 
down Broadway, at this hour nearly deserted. | 
As they proceeded, they looked, with blank | 
stares of astonishment, first at the buildings 
about them, and then at each other. | 

“ Strange — strange!”? was the exclamation | 
that rose to their lips from time to time. They | 
evidently knew not where they were. | 

An hour later, a passer-by perceived the | 
three weeping bitterly around one of the an- 
| 








cient telegraph-poles that have outlasted the 
iron and marble monuments of commercial an- 
tiquity. The citizen curiously inquired 
cause of their agitation. 

“Stranger,’’ replied the taller of the three: 
“returning last night from a session of our | 
commission, we lay down to rest for a few | 
moments in the City Hall park. We know | 
not how long we have slept, nor where we are. | 
All is unfamiliar to us. Our old landmarks 
are gone, I cannot even find my way to Wal- 
lack’s Theatre by the odor of the decayed 
English traditions. Nothing is as it used to 


the 


| humorists, Lucullus, 

| getic and intelligent neighborhood, they are likely some 

| time to be the centre of interest at a strictly private and 
exclusive lynching-party. 





GERMANIA-NANON (greeting her Sharp-shooter Guest).— Isn’t he sweet? 


He’s too sweet for anything!” 





be, save these dear old telegraph-poles. Can 
you tell us where we are, and when we are ?”’ 

“ You are,” said the citizen: “ in New York, 
and this is the last day of July, 1995. 
city is indeed altered; but, as you see, the tek - 
graph-poles remain, ‘The reason is curious. 
When did you go to sleep ?” 

“In 1885.” 

“In that very year a commission was ap- 
pointed to put these wires underground. This 
commission was composed of Messrs. Loew, 
Moss and Hess—” 

** Heavens!” shrieked the tall man, throwing 
up his hands: ‘‘ Loew —Jakey—what will Les- 
ter say to me ?— we’ve slept a hundred years!” 

And the commission expired by limitation. 
—From advance-sheets of the Gotham Gazette 


Sor 1995. 








Auswers for the Aurions. 





TENNYSON, JR.—You are wild, but we suppose you 
mean to be complimentary; so you may take our bless- 
ing with you, done up in a short-cake box. 


BANNING, St. Paul.—Even in St. Paul your course is 
not safe. ‘lennyson may do that sort of thing with im- 
punity; but then he has an honored record behind him; 
while all that flashes up for a poet of your style is a more 
or less dishonored grave in the near future. 

UNKNOWN MALEFFACTOR.—You send us a merry jest 


about the Czar setting a trap to catch a He-rat, and ask 
us if we will pay anything for such items. We will. 


We will pay a large sum for any such item, if it is ac- | 


companied by the scalp of the man who wrote it. 


J. H. R.—You say: 
** Oh, would I were a sunbeam, 
‘To play at hide-and-seek 
With the smiles that come and go 
Through the dimples of her cheek.” 
Well, old man, we would you were, if it is likely to do 
you any good. Because if you were, you wouldn't write 
poetry about yourself. , 


’ 


** LuCULLUs.”- Do we think that you will ever be- 
come a great humorist? No, Lucullus, from the speci- 
men of your verse which you have sent us, we are in- 
clined to think that the probability of your ever becoming 
a great humorist is very slight. Men who make puns on 
‘¢cat” and * cat-alepsy ” 
But if they live in an active, ener- 


‘The | 


GORE AND MOLASSES. 
“"THE DUKE OF ARGYLE is the best orator 
| among the British peers,’ says an exchange. 
This is what they call condemning a man with 
| faint praise. 


“ WHAT ARE the wild waves saying ? 
Sister, what do they say ?” 

“‘ Brother, the wild waves murmur: 
Board here five dollars a day.” 





Tuis 1s the time of year when the amateur 
| artist gets out his colors and his brushes, and 
| goes down to the seaside to take sketches. And 
| when he returns home his little brother asks him 
whether it is a cow or a street-car, and the ama- 
teur artist seals his soul up in a water-proof 
cloak of despair. 


Up at the average mountain resort 

You fish in the lakelet and think it fine sport; 
You walk in the forest, and lie on the shore, 
And get just so hungry that when dinner ’s o’er 
You fly to your room, and you sit on your trunk 
And feel like a poet of ecstasy drunk, 

As you fill to repletion your innermost man 
With lobster and salmon from out a tin can, 





So you want to know if the fir-tree bears 
fruit, eh? Of course it does, Julia, of course it 
does. And what kind of fruit does it bear? 
| Why, seal-skin sacques and fur-lined circulars, 
to be sure. But you should be careful not to 
pluck them before they are ripe. You don’t 
see what difference it could possibly make, eh ? 
Well, did you ever pluck a chicken before it 
was ripe? You did, did you? Well, how did 
you pluck it? Oh, you plucked it off a perch, 
did you? What kind of a perch? Oh, a 
brindled perch, eh? Did you ever hear the 
fable of the brindled perch and the brindled 
bull-dog ? Did, eh? Well, you are just about 





| the most prevaricating, falsifying, equivocating, 


do not often become great | 


lying falsehooder we know of, because there is 
no such fable, Julia. You had now better step 
out under the most convenient fir-tree, and 
watch the tippets and muffs ripen in the sum- 
mer sun, 
































THE NEW LEADER 


J. A. LOGAN.—We’re the party of Reform and Fu" 
CHORUS.—You bet your life! — 

J. A. LOGAN.—All reforms belong to us prima” 
CHORUS.—You bet your life! 





e’re Reformers, and we shout it— 
Bet your happy, happy life! 


ALL.—Though we ’ve not said much about it, 
Yet you really should n’t doubt it— 


| 
| 
| 


and mT 
: | 
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THE BELL- 7” TEND" S FALL. 


‘lhe other morning, a a little after daybreak, 
the guests of one of the many hotels that fringe 
Lake Genny were aroused by a series of yells 
in the long hallway up-stairs. In an instant all 
were awake. Some thought it was an alarm of 


moved the chain. 





fire; others thought that perhaps the ancient 
Mohicans had left their graves and come down 
off the hills to have a scalping-bee. 

‘ihe women were frightened out of their wits, 
and all seemed to be afraid to unlock their 
doors that opened on the long narrow hallway, 
lest peradventure they might come in contact 
with danger. 

At the breakfast-table many people asked 
others if they had heard the war-whoops which 
had filled the house at daybreak and made that 
iron-gray hour hideous, Every one had heard 
it distinctly, but no one could explain it, or 
even guess at the cause. 

Finally a stout sportsman who is spending 
the summer at the lake said to a little party at 
the landing: 

“Pil tell you about that yelling you heard 
this morning if you won’t say anything about 
ag 

All agreed to keep still. 


“1 presume,” the sportsman began: “that 


you have all heard that infernal get-up bell in | 


the morning when you wanted to sleep.” 

“We have.” 

“ And you know that the fiend who does the 
ringing wades up and down the hall, and rings 
with might and main, and occasionally pauses 
before your door and beats the air with his bell 
until your soul splits open.” 

“We do,” they said, together. 

“ Well, I have been greatly troubled by this 
nuisance for a long time, and I made up my 
mind that I would stop him, ‘Therefore, I set 


| was captured. 


I kept my door open on a 
crack to see how the thing would work.  Fi- 
nally the fiend came along, carrying the bell by 
the tongue. Before he could begin the opera- 
tion of waking us all up in the usual manner, 
he stepped on the catch, and the trap flew up 
and caught him around his left leg, close to the 
knee. When the yelling began the bell-fiend 
First he fell on the floor and 
tried to swim out of the trap, then he stood up 
and tried to jump out of it. Finding both ex- 
periments unsuccessful, he ran down-stairs and 
tried to pry it off with a poker. But the teeth 


were in to stay, and the trap seemed to have 





| lockjaw.” 


‘“‘ How did he get it off?’ asked the people. 

* He sent for a blacksmith, who cut it off 
with a chisel. We shall not be troubled by 
that nuisance any more.” 

‘We won’t ?” they said, joyously. 

“No; because when the man ran he left 
his bell on the floor, ‘That bell is now at the 


bottom of the lake, and the ringer will stand 





my large wolf-trap in the hall, first having re- 





and reflect on one leg like a stork for some 
moons to come. 








A MAN AT Oakdale, Cal., became so excited 
recently when he found his wife in a drug-store 
purchasing poison, with which she had threat- 
ened to destroy her life, that he dropped dead 
on the spot. He couldn’t have done a wiser 
thing. His widow immediately gave up her 
suicidal plan. Few men would have been as 
generous. 


A New Drinx.—“ Say,” yelled a Kentucky 
passenger on a transatlantic steamer, after he 
took a draught of salt water: “ What’s that ?” 

“«That’s water, sir,”? replied the steward, 

“Water ?”? returned the passenger, in deep 
disgust: “I thought it tasted mighty queer.” 











THE WHEEL OF FORTUNE. 





“T was not always a boot-black,” said the 
young man, as he bent his curly head over thic 
fat man’s boots and rested for a brief moment 
on his brushes, 

“No,’”’ said he, as he breathed gently on his 
customer’s best corn and resumed his rubbing: 
“T have seen a great deai of life.” 

“Yes?” observed the customer, encourag- 
ingly, for he talked better than he brushed. 

‘| have associated with gentlemen as fine as 
any in the land. I have heard William M. 
Evarts tell stories time and time again.”’ 

“ Yest” remarked the fat man, with a grow- 
ing adiniration. 

“I know Roscoe Conkling well. I have often 
placed my arms around his neck. 1 used to 
love that man for his brilliancy and wit.” 

“ Al!’ remarked the customer: ‘ How long 
have you been obliged to resort to this menial 
method of earning your living ?” 

“Only two weeks, sir, Yes, I know a great 
many of our greatest men. I am intimately 
acquainted with Jay Gould. I have often pat- 
ted him on the back in old times, Jay is a 
genial fellow when you once know him, but I 
like Roscoe best. In those times I was familiar 
with the most noted men in our country. IL 
knew them all intimately —” 

« There, that will do,” interrupted the fat 
man with sympathy, as he placed a quarter in 
the boot-black’s hand: “1 am really sorry for 
you. If you should come around to my office 
some day I will see what I can do for you. It 
is ashame that a man who has once been as 
wealthy as you should descend to this. That’s 
all right, keep the change. By the way, what 
was your former occupation ?”’ 

“I was assistant rubber in a Turkish bath, 
sir, And what time shall I call, sir?” 

But it was_too late. ‘The man was gone. 





NoT aN AMERICAN. 

“ Say, old chappie, I think—ah— 
it is abaout time I was going home.”’ 

“Home?” replied the English- 
man: “ England ?” 

é. Naw.,”’ 

“ You don’t mean to tell me you 
are an American?” 

“Naw. Certainly not. 
—ah — Bostonian.” 


lama 





“ | NOTICE THAT mutton is invar- 
iably served with caper-sauce at res- 
taurants. Now, what is the secret of 
the strange relationship ?”’ 

“The secret of the strange rela- 
tionship between the sheep and the 
caper,” replied the other diner: “ is 
that when you ask for mutton in a 
restaurant, you generally, if not oft- 
ener, get goat.”” 

WE are told that if thirty-two 
million women should clasp hands 
they could reach around the globe. 
That may be true, but you never 
could induce thirty-two million wo- 
men to clasp each other’s hands so 
long as there are any male hands 
to clasp. 

‘THE FIRST American almanac is 
believed to have been issued in 1687 
by William Bradford, in Philadel- 
phia. Before that period it is not 
known what the minstrel compa- 
nies did for their jokes. 








AMBITION. 





ECCEN'IRICITIES, 

‘The summer hotel that isn’t bet- 
ter, healthier, and cheaper than ary 
other in the country, 

The editor who doesn’t under- 
stand the political situation better 
than the President, 

The Socialist who doesn’t drop 
his Communism the moment he owns 
his own house. 

The man who doesn’t know how 
to run a newspaper better than the 
editor. 

The college valedictorian who 
doesn’t know more about both than 
either. 

The millionaire who does to oth- 
ers as he would like others to do to 
him. 

The summer resort that openly 
admits the presence of mosquitos. 

The daily newspaper that hasn’t 
the largest circulation in the city. 

The pug-dog that doesn’t feel it- 
self to be better than its mistress. 

The lawyer who refuses to defend 
| a man he knows to be guilty. 

The doctor who discharges hi. 
' patient before the funeral. 

The detective’s clue that ever 
leads to a detection. 

A deaf-and-dumb cat. 





— 


THE Boston /os¢ truthfully re 
marks: “A tennis-racket does not 
give you a big head the next morn- 





Rae ae ar aaa 
No, HorNEts do not feather their ; SMALL AMBULATORY Boor-BLACK (enviousty regarding Senior Professtonal | pl J he yen bg a poh ngs 
eee fs ; with Corner Stand). ‘Gosh, if Leila Aun was to love me, ’n’ IT had sm’ am- don t sit up hall the night with ¢ 
Nests. hey feather their oars, how- bition left in me—there’d be the prowl aspiration Ud weave my heart-strings tennis-racket, and then try to un- 
ever, in streams of gore. round, y’ betcherlife.’ . lock the door with the bell-knob. 
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MODERN IMPROVEMENTS, WITH TRIMMINGS. 





Deacon FLArsack (President of the Northwest Horse-Railway).—* Yes, 
You see those electric bells? I 


Mr. Saulsbury, this is the age of improvement. 





don’t have to move off my chair—lI touch a bell and what I want comes to me. 


For instance, I want my bath —” 


[Zhe Deacon touches the bell and the bath comes in. 
expecting company.| 


——EE 
wine l VARET 


O® 





The bath was not 





GORE AND MOLASSES. 





ANTITHESIS IS a beautiful thing in composi- 
tion. Here is one of the examples they used 
to give us when we were at school. 

“Sullivan was the greater genius; Ryan was 
the better artist; in one we admire the man, 
in the other the work. Sullivan hurries us with 
a comnianding impetuosity; Ryan leads us with 
an attractive majesty. Sullivan scatters with 
a generous profusion; Ryan bestows with a 
careful magnificence. 
pours out his riches with a sudden overflow; 
Ryan, like a river in its banks, with a constant 
stream.”’ 

Come to think of it, though, it was Homer 
and Virgil, not Sullivan and Ryan. 


“HELLO, Jones,” said Smith, meeting a 
friend on the bluff at Long Branch: “ you look 
unhappy.” 

“T am.” 

“ What’s the trouble ?” 

“Well, I’ve got to go home to-morrow.” 

“Why, how’s that? I thought you were 
going to stay all summer.” 

“{T was; but I was fool enough to order a 
mint-julep at the hotel yesterday, and now I’ve 
got only enough money to pay my fare home.” 


A woman IN Des Moines has sued twenty- 
seven different residents of that place for slan- 
der, and she wants fifty thousand dollars from 
each one of them. We hope she will be suc- 
cessful. When twenty-seven residents of a town 
combine and slander one poor woman to the 
extent of one million three hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars, she can command our entire 
stock of sympathy. 


AccorRDING To the Boston /os?, “a party of 
eight Marshalltown, Ia., gentlemen have made 
oath in due form, swearing they caught one 
thousand two hundred pounds of fish out of 
Lake Okoboji during four days of last week.” 
This may be all right, but if Mr. Blaine had 
had eight such gentlemen last Fall he could 
have proved most anything he wanted to. 


QuEEN Marcuerite of Italy is said to be an 
early riser. We are not surprised. When a 
woman has two or three palaces on her hands, 
and between four and five hundred servants, 


she doesn’t generally have much time to lie 
in bed. 

A COOK-BOOK contains a recipe for cooking 
“surprise eggs.” A fresh.egg in a boarding- 
house would answer the description. 





Sullivan, like the Nile, | 





' horse-clipper. 





A WRITER POETICALLY says: “ ‘The farmer | 
holds a first mortgage on the herds and flocks,” 
but the banker holds a first mortgage on the 
farm and buildings. ‘This is what makes most 
farmers advertise for city boarders in the sum- 
mer season. 


A MAN IN Los Gatos. California, has sub- 
sisted for three months on raw meat, hard-tack 
and water. ‘Ihe pernicious habit of having 
wives do their own cooking is apparently not 
confined exclusively to the effete East. 


A HOUSEHOLD JOURNAL prints directions for 
serving spring-chicken, We don’t know what 
the directions are; but those spring-chickens 
usually found in this city should be served with 
a saw and hatchet. 


“THE HESSIAN FLY is very ungenerous to 
attack the wheat in the West,” says an ex- 
change. The Hessian fly has no grucge against 
wheat. It never operated on the Chicago Board 
of ‘Trade. 


AN ECCENTRIC individual recently removed 
the feathers from a Shanghai rooster with a 
He can now light matches and 
sharpen slate-pencils on that rooster’s back. 


Ir 1s said by an authority that a man may be 
too punctual. ‘This applies particularly to the 
man who wants you to return borrowed money 
the day you promised it. 


HoG-CHOLERA is said to rage as an epidemic 
in Illinois. Under these circumstances it is re- 
garded as somewhat reckless for the Legislature 
to continue its sessions. 





CHERRY RIPE, cherry red; 
Little boy, doctor, bed. 








THE KATY-DID.—A SONG OF JULY. 





Hear the buglet with a aid 


Katy-did! 
What a heap of earthly greatness there is hid! 

How his * Yes yer, yes yer, yes yer,” 

In the middle of July, 
Endeavors to impress yer, 
E’en though the thing oppress yer, 

That you lie 
Like a Coney Island hackman, 





Till you rear up like a blackman 
At the blest continuation that so musically slid 
From the Did, Did, Did— 
From the Diduting and the Didding of the Did. 
SHAK JONES. | 





MY WIFE’S EXPERIMENT. 





Our garden is a sad source of temptation to 
the boys in the neighborhood. None of them 
is of the sort to die young of goodness, and 
fetch up in a Sunday-school book as a model; 
though I would sacrifice every mother’s son of 
them for that purpose if any one really desires 
subjects for a new library. My wife sighs when 
they steal green gooseberries, looks sad when 
they devastate the “ black-hearts,” and breaks 
into lamentations dire when the “high -top 
sweetings” mysteriously waltz away. 

Early in the season of 1884 she decided she 
would try a different course; she had talked 
all she ever would talk to those predatory 
urchins—this time she would open the blood- 
gates of her loving heart and drown out the 
wretches with kindness, Along with the ripen- 
ing of grain, and the breaking of watering- 
place engagements, when the fruition end of 
the year was getting in its work, came the critical 
time when the new theory of kindness versus 
terrorism should make its début. 

The first day my wife saw the juvenile co- 
horts sneaking around the corner she called to 
them in dulcet tones—only three came—and 
she told them she knew they were good little 
boys, and she loved good boys, and as they 
were not like the naughty boys that go into 
other people’s gardens ind steal— oh, no!— 
she should be delighted to let them pick up 
what apples might fall on the ground—only 
they must be careful, very careful, and not get 
any green ones that would make them sick, 
she should be so sorry, and their mas would be 
so frightened. 

She didn’t quite kiss them, because there 
wasn’t any good place; but I knew they ap- 
preciated her kindness by the solemn way they 
winked at each other, and by the relative posi- 
tion of one of the good boys’ thumb and little 
finger to his freckled nose, when by invitation 
they adjourned to pick up “ windfalls.” 

Before night seventeen of these good boys 
had applied for a chance at the “ windfalls,” 
and the following day the news had got into the 
next neighborhood, which is even more pro- 
fusely populated than our own, that “a jolly, 
soft old gal to the white house on the corner 
with swell winders an’ bully sweet apples was 
a-lettin’ the kids in to pick all they could stuff 
an’ tote away.” , 

In two days our garden looked as though an 
army with sutler and foraging attachment had 
marched through it, while the door-bell was 
demoralized to that degree that jim-jams ap- 
peared to be about the only possible diag:osis. 

On the third day the female philanthropist 
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of the family made an excuse of shopping to 
run away down-town and collect her fast-scat- 
tering senses, while I indulged in a siesta. 

Owing to certain immutable principles in 
acoustics, the awakening from my after-dinner 
nap was contemporaneous with her return, 

“What are you doing now? Isn’t that pick- 
ing them off?” I heard her exclaim in concert 
pitch. 

Looking down | noticed a muscular display 
on the part of that weak woman that thrilled 
me—a display that led me far in the belief that 
if my wife couldn’t commit physical miracles 
she was now on the ragged edge of doing so. 

Her audience was a sturdy, defiant “ good” 
boy, with plethoric jacket as to its front and 
debulgent pockets, while one hand was still 
clinging to the limb from which he had been 
leisurely plucking the temptatious fruit. 

“Oh, you naughty boy!” she said. ‘Then she 
boxed his ears till they tingled again, and eject- 
ed him as deftly as a professional “ bouncer.” 

“‘There’s ’nuther in there!” he finally found 
voice to ejaculate, after the astronomical rap- 
tures had subsidedy and as the gate swore “a 
woman’s wooden oath” behind him. 

Her reconnaissance for “’nuther’’? was more 
rapid and effective than strategic. Behind the 
tree the recreant stood, trembling in every limb 
—including the two loaded ones he had broken 
from the tree, one of them tightly grasped in 
each grimy hand. Worst of all, these two 
boughs were from the Siberian crab-apple tree. 
Crab-apple preserves are a favorite at our house, 
and are a feature in furnishing forth the high 
teas for which my wife is celebrated. 

1 ached for the boy. 

Presently, and with the least possible delay, 
he ached for himself. 

“ You bad, dad, BAD boy!” was all she said. 

Then she lifted him bodily from the ground, 
and shaking him as a terrier shakes a rat, with 
a solo of resounding slaps to the chorus of the 
shakes, she propelled him outside the garden 
wall with neatness and dispatch. 

“Say!” yelled good boy No. 2, when he 
caught his second wind, at a safe distance: 
“there’s ’nuther kid in there, some’er’s!”” 

When she started back this time, though she 
is an angel on a brief vacation from Paradise, 
I had no desire to be in that other boy’s bare 
feet and well-ventilated breeches. She found 
him as he was shinning down from the tree 
whose apples Mrs. Noah Count religiously re- 
serves for special occasions—such as the com- 
ing of the minister to supper, and the like. 

This good boy was full. So were his pockets. 
So was Mrs. N. C. 

She seemed relieved, however, after she had 
fondled him; but he walked suspiciously lame 
when she had finished dandling him on her 
knee in the good old-fashioned way; and it 


seemed as though he hadn’t hands enough to | 
go around, there were so many spots in various | 
parts of his body to which he evidently desired | 


to pay simultaneous attention. 

After the gate had slammed shut behind this 
trio of good boys, and after she had satisfied 
herself by a comprehensive and exhaustive per- 
sonal examination that none of her protégés 
still remained on the premises, the partner of 
my joys and sorrows heard an audible smile 
from the chamber window. She did not deign 
to notice the source of this untimely levity, but 
went at once into the house. I am afraid she 
did not relish the presence of an auditor who 
all along had been skeptical of her system of 
benevolent moonshine. 

Presently she reappeared. The three good 
boys were grouped on the other side of the 
street, munching apples, rubbing their respect- 
ive sore spots and meditating revenge. 

“My dear boys,” she said, as they promptly 
started to run away: “see what I have got for 
you.” : 











They stopped long enough to see the cast- 
iron smile that would do no discredit to a 
premitre danseuse with a sore toe on a benefit 
night and three of the largest and finest “ high- 
top sweetings” she could find. Without preju- 
dice, 1 must confess that it was the apples that 
stopped them. 

“You have been such good boys—such dear 
good boys,” she continued, in tones of wither- 
ing sarcasm but poorly conveyed by italics 
and dimly suggested even by capital letters: 
“such nice, sweet, darding boys, not to steal my 
apples, just as you promised you wouldn’t, that 
1 want to give each of you a big apple as a re- 
ward of merit.” 

Blesséd idea! Coals of fire! Marvelous wo- 
man! ‘hen she held out an apple to the near- 
est good boy. 

He approached cautiously, fearing a trap. 
Finally, under the influence of the frozen smile, 
he grabbed the proffered apple, and after jump- 
ing back a pace or two, said: 

“Say, couldn’t yer give a feller a couple ?” 

The penitence of the pachydermatous little 
thief was too much for Mrs. N. C., who sud- 
denly beat a retreat into the house, looking, as 
I thought, too hot to shovel any more “ coals 
of fire’? that day. In fact, she was a crushed- 
woman; but I haven’t yet dared tell her how 
much | sympathize with her. The fact that I 
have recently found her studying an ancient 
authority on the construction of moats, che- 
vaux-de-frise, and the like, and that I have 
discovered the catalogues of several gun manu- 
facturers in her upper left-hand bureau-drawer, 
leads me to infer that the experiment of 1884 
will not be duplicated during the season of 
1885. Noau Count. 





A VALUED subscriber who signs herself ‘ Kate 
B.”? attempts to down us with the following 
query: 

A friend and myself had an argument on the subject 
of house-breaking, and I am going to submit the question 
‘to you, and then stagger him with the additional weight 
of your opinion, for you cannot but be on my side. He 
says that it is very customary for burglars to come to your 








| thoroughly awakened and excited household. 


front door in the dead of night, ring the bell to bring 
you down, and when you open the door, stun you with 
a blow from some instrument, and then go through the 
house, holding pistols to the heads of some half-dozen 
people in different apartments, at the same time dex- 
terously helping themselves to what valuables they fancy. 
Now, I say that no well-regulated burglar will ring a 
startling peal on the door-bell, and then, after stunning 
or killing one man, attempt to go through a by-this-time 
It may 
have been done in a few instances, but I maintain that 
it is not the method they usually adopt. Please give us 
your opinion in the matter. : 

Kate, you are eminently correct, and your 
friend will have to surrender. We are willing 
to make affidavit that it is not customary for 
burglars to come to our front door in the dead 
of night, ring the bell, and, when we open the 
portal, club us into insensibility. ‘They know 
better. They know that if they came to our 
house, and we thought they had any money in 
their clothes, they would get robbed. The ad- 
mission of your closing sentence is entirely su- 
perfluous. It has not been done even in “a 
few instances.””> We would not stand it more 
than twice—it would be a “ chestnut” after that, 
and we would shout “ Rats!” whenever the 
door-bell rang in the dead of night. Your 
friend will please proceed to stagger.—d/inne- 
apolis Tribune. 

Black, gray, brown or any shade, 
High crown, low crown, however made, 
The thing that makes a distinguished tile 
Is the delicate thing that we all call style; 
And whether the brim be narrow or wide, 
It is found in the hat of Espenscheid, 

118 Nassau Street. 








Lundborg’s Perfume, i‘denia. 
Lundborg’s Pertume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Va ley. 





If you make it a rule to flavor all your cold drinks with ten or 
fifteen drops of Angostura Bitters you will keep free from 
Summer Diseases and have yom digestive organs in good order. 
But be sure you yet the genuine article manufactured only by 

Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 





Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 P. M. 

Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at ncon. 











A SUBVERSIVE SUGGESTION. 





: MISTRESS OF THE House.—* Really, I don’t know what to order for dinner, Elsa. 
thing, week in and week out—roast-beef yesterday, hash to-day, mutton to-morrow, hash next day.” 
KINDLY GERMAN AID (recent importation).—‘* Vy don’ you hef a leedle shange, ma’em—hef der hesh 


der first day, ain’t it?” 


Tt’s the same old 


—Fliegende Blatter. 






























































PUCK. 317 


TWO SONNETS TO THE JUNE-BUG. THE CELEBRATED 


I. 
| You make me jest a little nervouser 
Than any dog-gone bug I ever see! 
And yeu know night ’s the time to pester me— 
When any tetch at all ’Il rub the fur 
Of all my patience back’ard! You're the myrrh 


And rhuburb of my life!) A bumble-bee 












































| Can’t hold a candle to you, and a he —_ _ as WN © = 
| Bald hornet, with a laminated spur ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
In his hip-pocket, daresn’t even cheep AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS 
| When you ’re around! And, dern ye! you have WAREROOMS: P 
made - 
Me lose whole ricks and stacks and piles of sleep— 149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 
| And many a livelong night I ’ve laid SoHMER & co, 
| And never shut an eye, hearin’ you keep CHICACO,. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 
| IT IS WELL KNOWN THAT Up that eternal buzzin’ serenade! 
1 And I ’ve got up and lit the lamp, and clum (The Original German Selters). 
On ck -ers and trunks and washstands and bureaus, | Recommended by the leading European medical authorities for 
And all such dangerous articles as those, its purity. one 
And biffed at you with brooms, and never come UNEQUALLED AS A TABLE WATER. 
In two feet of you—maybe skeered you some— Beware of Imitations. 
But what does that amount to when it throws. - AINTTELON YY OBCHBS. 
A feller out 0’ balance, and his nose 51 Warren Street, 
Gits barked ag’inst the mantle, while you hum Sole Agent for the United States. 150 
For joy around the room, and churn your head 
Ag’inst the ceilin’, and draw back and butt 
The plasterin’ loose, and drop—behind the bed, NG &L 
Where never human bein’ ever put QI U SLEEP! G OUNGING CARY 
Harm’s hand on you, or ever truthful said Ur SEND FOR SAMPLES : 
| He ’d choked your dern infernal wizzen shut! w 
—F. W. Riley, in Indianapolis Fournal. | 
|| A SCIENTIFIC journal says “ few fishes die a 
| natural death.”? That is not our fault. Just as 
| | many die a natural death as if we didn’t go a- 
BRbeEy 8a eee ew eee we  fishing.— Norristown LFlerald. ; \ [AWN TENNIS, @) 
| . a ARCHERY. 


Physicians and 
Druggists Recommend 


















JAMAICA (INGER. 


Every Miner or Tre2veler in the 
Mining Districts should besup- 
| plied with Brown’s GINGER. 

ASK FOR FREDERICK 


BROWN’S, Philadelphia, the BI r I a RS 


; - i This medic’ bines IRON with P. Ve 
ORIGINAL, Old-Fashioned oe erg tee Ee wand one, two, three oF five dlls , 
Ginger. TAKE NO OTHER. seden lives. It Jt Eariches ‘and Purifies the Blood, Stimu- ar a retail box, by express, of the best 
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| ESSENCE OF 
| 
| 





pis Pe veel 
ae BASE BALL, [ 
33 FootBatt, / | 


99-° ai © LACROSSE. POLO, 
BOXING GLOVES & SPORTING 


Goons OF EVERY DESCRIPTION: 








SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, 192 | 











Intes the A trengthens the Muscles and Nerves—in fact, Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
thorouahiy Ir fy tnvige erates. Clears the complexion and makes some boxes, Allstrictly pure, Suitable 
the skin sm oes not blacken the a cause a or for presents. ‘Try it once. | 
produce > ag other Iron medicines do. | 

Genuine has above Trade Mark and crossed red lines on ae Cc. F. CUNTHER Confectioner, 
wrapper. TAKE NO OTHER. 78 Madison St.. Chicago. 


If You are Driven Wild 


With itching, take the advice of a friend 
(though he calls you aside at an evening party 
to give it), and rid yourself of the trouble by 
the use of 


Ayers Sarsaparilla, 


‘A few weeks since J was attacked with «a severe and dis- 
tressing form of Eczema. The eruptions spread very general! 
over my body, causing an intense itching and burning sensation, 
especially at night. With great faith in the virtues of Ayer's 
Sarsaparilla, I commenced taking it, and, after using Jess than 
two bottles of this medicine, am entirely cured.” —IHENRY K. 
BEARDSLEY, of the Hope ** Nine,” West Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Tl. CHICAGO, ILL. 


BEFORE YOU BUY A BICYCLE 


Of any kind, send stamp 

S. Dayton, Ohio, for ted, A, 2 nh Li 

fg List of NEw_and SECOND-HAND MACHINES 
“Second-hand BICYCLES taken in exchange 
BICYCLES Repaired and Nickel Plated. 132 


en BICYCLES 





**For months I was troubled with Salt-Rheum. At times my 
hands would crack open, blecd, and iteh terribly, causing great 
suffering. I tried almost every remedy I saw advertised, but 
received no benefit until I took Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, Four 
bottles of this medicine cured me.” —Mrs. T. P. CUSHING, 87 
Suffolk st., Chelsea, Mass. 

Mr. B. W. BA, the well-known journalist, writes from 
Rochester, N. IL.: | | 

AND TRICYCLES. “TTaving suffered severely, for some time, with Eezema, and | 

ILLusTRATED CATALOGUE SenT FREE. Copyrighted. failing to find relief from other remedies, | have made use, 

L POPE Wk'G CO., during the past three months, of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which has effected a complete cure. I consider this | 
597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. medicine a magnificent remedy for all blood diseases.” 


BRANCH HOUSES: 


12 Warren Street, New York 
115 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 133 














Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by all Druggists. Price 1; six bottles, 85. 
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“Iowe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
, and Beauty 







~( to the 
2), : S CUTICURA 
TS ~ REMEDIES.’ 
By Dy 
>< / ee 


ISFIGUPING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuricuraA REMEDIES. 
Cuticura Kesotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 


CuricurA, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and In- 
flammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CuticurA, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily Skin. 


CuticuraA Remepis are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1.co. Potter Druc anp Cuemicat Co., Boston. 


Cancer of the Tongue. 


A Case Resembling that of Gen, Grant, 


Some ten years ago I had a scrofulous sore on my 
right hand, and with the old-time treatment it healed 
up. In March, 1882, it broke out in my throat, and 
concentrated in cancer, eating through my cheek, to 
the top of my left cheek bone and up to the left eye. 
I subsisted on liquids, and my tongue was so far gone 
I could not talk. On October first, 1884, I commenc: d 
taking Swift’s Specific. In a month the eating places 
stopped and healing commenced, and the fearful aper- 
ture in my cheek has been closed and firmly Knitted 
together. A new under lip is progressing, and it seems 
that nature is supplying a new tongue. I can talk so 
that my friends can readily understand me, and can 
also eat solid food again. I would ref-rto Hon. John 
H. Traylor, State Senator, of this district, and to Dr. 
T.S. Bradfield, of La Grang+, Ga. 

MRS. MARY L,. COMER. 

LaGrange, Ga., May 14, 1885. 

‘Treatise on Blood and Skin Diseases mailed free. 

‘THe Swirr Speciric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga. 
N. Y., 157 W. 23d St. 


BILIOUSINE. 


A two-cent stamp sent to Snow & Earte, Provinvence, R. I., 
will obtain by mail a ‘ trial package ”’ of Biliousine, thus enabling 
everybody to ascertain by personal experience and 
not by the testimony of others that there is a sure cure 
for Headache, Dyspepsia, Constipation, Indigestion, Sour Stom- 
ach, Heartburn, Liver Complaint, and all diseases which arise 
from a disor:'ered stomach. 206 



























“J Believe DR.T OWNSEND'S Remedy for 


s HAY-FEVER %, 


© ASTHMA and CATARRHA 
inety cases in a hundred, and recome 
Will be cure derers to make a thorough trial of it.” 


H.W.BEECHER 


‘o 
ll druggists. For Pamphiets sena 
waae M. TOWNSEND, Cumberland, Md. 

















SPEEDILY REMOVES SUNBUEN, 
leaving the skin soft and fair, adds 
Mpm. Part. and 


TAN, FRECKLES, 
eat sooety fo the 
comp beautifu women 
use it. ONLY 50 cts. a bottle, worth’ double that 

with other articles forthe same purpose. 


8 
ry Sell i Be sure you get she senuines. 








ALL-NIGHT INHALATION, 


pre THE PILLOW-INHALER! 


Cures CaTakRa, HaY-Fever, ASTHMA 
> and CoNsUMPTION by enabling the sufferer 
to breathe (inhale) powerful, healing, 
soothing and curative vapors all night,— 
eight hours out of the twenty-four, —whilst 
sleeping as usual. Safe, comfortable, 
pleasant. Inexpensive. The most suc- 
cessful treatment ever known. No matter 
what you have tried or how despairing ‘ 





you are, call and neo it, or send for Pamphlet and Testimonials. 
THE PILLOW-INHALER CO., | 
25 East 14th Street, New York. 2 


AG ENTS WA NT ED for a new patent combination 
shoe buttoner and hook for 
hanging hats, coats, umbrellas, &c., anywhere; great hit for curb- 


stone men; carried in the pocket; full nickel plate; sample 12c. 
A. H. BUCKINGHAM, New Haven, Conn. 208 





Bury Him SOortty, 
Now lower the coffin gently 
Into the new-made grave, 
And let the clods fall softly on 
‘The bosom of the brave. 
Ah! he was a noble soldier, 
(Be gentle with the spade), 
For this is the hundred-thousandth man 
Who charged with “ ‘The Light Brigade.” 
—Boston Courier. 

“ Expect they had some fine pups up at the 
Chicago dog-show,” remarked a passenger from 
Chicago: “ but I have a dog at home I wouldn’t 
trade for the best of ’em.” 

“What breed is he ?”’ 

“ Don’t know exactly; but call him a coaly.” 

“ Collie, you mean ?” 

“No. I mean just what I say—coaly. Money 


wouldn’t buy that dog. He’s a eur; but we 
couldn’t keep house without him. You see, 


several years ago I trained him to bark at the 
railway trains as they passed our house. ‘That’s 
his sole business—barking at trains. He does 
just whoop her up, especially at coal trains, 
Well, he annoys the railroad men so that every 
fireman and brakeman on the road has sworn 
to kill him. Oh, but he is a valuable dog.” 

“T can’t see where the value comes in.” 

“You can’t? Well, you could if you were in 
my place, and had all the coal you could burn 
and some to sell thrown right off at your back 
door, free of cost.”— Chicago Herald. 


Ir 1s charged already against Sam Jones, the 
Southern revivalist, who says a gentleman should 
never take a lady’s arm in a emergetcy, anu 
that there are wrath and despair in the boiling 
jack-pot, and the seven deadly sins in the 
German, that, in spreading the gospel, he 
spreads it very thin. Places he has visited have 
already relapsed into wickedness, and the millen- 
nium has failed to arrive. Emotional religion 
appears to be now what it has always been— 
good enough but short-lived, like the strawberry 
crop.— Chicago Tribune. 





CHOLERA, DIPHTHERIA, FEVERS, MALARIA, 
prevented by the use of REEI) & CARNRICK’S SODIUM HYPO- 
CHLORITE (Disinfectant). Recommended by the Public Health Associa- 
tion as SUPERIOR !'O0 ALL OTHER DISINFECTANTS AND GERMI 
CIDES. Sold everywhere. Send for Pamphlet, 182 Fulcon Str., New York 


MEDICATED 
and Applied 
RELIEVES 
Scientific remedy. Particu- a 
lars free. Medicated AIR 
Remedy Co., Cincinnati, 210 


For Summer Wear. 








Our New 
SERGES, MOHAIRS, PLAIDS, CHECKS, and 
DIAGONALS. 


Finest Assortment in the C: tt)’. 


Suits to order from $20.00 
ram & © ss 5-00 
Samples and S-lfmeasurement Riles Mailed on Application, 


747 to 151 Bowery 
and 


Broadway & oth Street, 


Opposite Stewart's, New York. 





Is the BEST. No preparation. 
Used with any clean pen for marking 
any fabric, Popular for decorative 
work on linen. Received Centenniai 
MM L. & Diploma. Estab- 
lished 50 years. Sold by all 
Druggists, Stationers & News Agt’s. 









PAYSON’S 


\NDELIBLe 
=-INK= 








TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with Stomp to 
a. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place. New York. 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 
Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on r2th, 13th and 
14th pages of Puck must be handed in on Wednesday before 


3 P.M. 
Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon. 








BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 


errs Ss 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 














‘Swiss MILK FOOD 
SWISS 
For Children PAST Teething. 
Write us for testimonials of the medi- 
cal profession regarding if. 
ANGLO-SWISS CONDENSED MILK CO, 
P. 0. Box 3773, New-Yorls . 


















_ DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dicffenbach-Truchsess, 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. Y. 








RED CROWN | oar 
| N Coz, 
SD Fe 
Y AND + CUFFS 
TRADE MARK, 
WioTH OF FRONT 2IN. MONARCH SHIRTS 








3 


SMBIOWIIMESE! [SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS): 











The Famous English Custard Powaer—Produces 
DELICIOUS CUSTARD WITHOUT EGGS, at 
HALF THE COST AND TROUBLE. 


j Sold in Boxes at 18 cents, 
sufficient for 3 pints, and 36 
cents, sufficient for 7 pints. 





LUXURY. 


lnventors and Manufacturers, ALFRED Bixp & Sons, Birming- 
ham, England. Sold ly all grocers. 





PASTRY EVANS & SHOWELL, Philadelphia, Pa., 
and and 21 Park Place, New York. _ 
SWEETS $ Sole Agents for U.S. A., will Mail Free, on receipt 

e of address, ‘‘ Pastry & Sweets,”’ a little work con- 
Mailed taining Practical Hints and Original Recipes for 
Eree. } Tasty Dishes for the Dinne: and Supper table. 63 





A SUMMER RESORT GUIDE 


Sent Free. Address, A. V. H. CARPENTER, General Pas- 
senger Agent, Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 145 


~ 

EDEN MUSEE.—88, Wert, 294, Stee 

5 Open from 11 to 11. Sundays from 

1to1l. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 

—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in tle Winter 

Garden every afternoon ard evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
dren, 25 cents. 








Numbers 9, 10, 26 and 371 of English Puck will 
be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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Wa Perego 


very Lawn ‘Yennis Player 
should have oue of our 
ENGLISH FELT TENNIS 
HATS. 
A Plain colors or fancy mixed. Ry 
mail 35 cents each. 


128 & 130 Fulton St. 


and 
87 Nassau St., 
218 New York. 











Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. 4th ST., N. ¥. 





CRANDALL & CO., 
569 Third Avenue, 
between 37th and 38th Streets. 
Oldest house in the world for the 
manufacture of Baby Carriages 
Newest patterns in rattan, reed and 
wood. Centennial and other awards. 
ore gearing and work indorsed 
by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., 
De Shrady and other phy sicians as 
safe and healthful. Catalogue free. 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 


Oren Eventncs. 76 
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>OKER’S BITTERS 
The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR,, Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 





















MINERAL {| WATERS. 


TRADE ,fJ,SCHWEPPEECE,, MARK. 
LEMONADE AND GINGER ALES. 
PURVEYORS TO 
Her Majesty Queen Victoria and all the Royal Family. 


These celebrated beverages may be obtained of +11 wine 
merchants, grocers and druggists, or from the factory, 











62 WASHINGTON AVE., BROOKLYN, N. Y. *79 
Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 


1885, 25 cents per copy. 
Puck ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No. 3, 1882, No. 4, 

1883, and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 

PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 

(First Crop, Twelfth Edition,) 25 cents. 

Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 
All of the above publications are still in print and 
will be mailed upon receipt of price. Address 
OFFICE OF PUCK, 
Nos. 23—25 Warren Street, New York. 


PUCK No. 371 (April 16th, 1884,) 
will be bought at full price at 
Office of “ Puck.” 











PUCK. 


AMONG all these sweet girl graduates who 
are turned loose on the world this summer how 
many are fitted for wives and mothers? How 
many, with all the prizes and honors they have 
won, can cook a meal fit for a human being to 
eat ?— Nashville Unio: Great Scott! this is 
narrowness, Girls are not expected to be wives 
or mothers this Fall, or all at once. It is nota 
part of their business. Moreover, there are 
many things for women to do that are better 
than cooking, or even washing and ironing. 
When they must cook, a seminary education 
will not prevent them from learning how.— 
N w Orleans Picayune. 

In the civil-service lists of Britain Mr, Brad: 
laugh is known as a decidedly offensive parti- 
san.— Philadelphia Times. 

DurRInG the visit of the Mexican editors to 
St. Louis, one of the enterprising reporters for 
a large daily paper interviewed them, pencil in 
hand, and wanted to know if any one of the 
Halls of the Montezumas was present. He 
was politely informed that Mr. Hall was not in 
the editorial business, but would probably be 
found in the brass-band.— Chicago Tribune. 


Hiccins stands close upon the verge of a 
chasm whose shadow strongly resembles that 
cast by Higgins’s mouth.— Philadelphia Times. 

An exchange says that no good puns have 
been made on the name of Buddensiek, We 
were on the point of perpetrating one, Budden- 
siek-ond thoughts refrained, The best joke on 
Buddensiek is ten years’ imprisonment.—Vor- 
ristown Herald, 

THE worm is not the most despised thing in 
the world when it can sleep in flowers, travel 
in peaches, and rest for the winter in the pious 
chestnut.—New Orleans Picayune. 

HEREAFTER the Democratic dog will wag the 
‘Tammany tail in a way that a tail should be 
wagged.—Philadelphia Zimes. 

A man on Long Island attempted, a few 
days ago, to drive a nail into a can of nitro- 
glycerine. Whether he succeeded or not will 
unfortunately, forever remain unknown.—JSos- 
ton Post, 











Safely Fortified Against Pneu -onia. 


Almost every fatal case of pneumonia results from 
siulden changes of temperature and unguarded exposure 
while the system is much enervated, and the powers of 
resistance largely depleted at the time the fatal shaft flies. 
The only safe prevention is to keep the health thoroughly 
fortified by DurFy’s Pure MALT WHISKEY, which is a 
sure protection from this dreaded malady and is recom- 
mended by the first physicians as the only article that is 
absolutely unadulterated and free from injurious percent- 
ages of poison. At all reputable druggists’ and grocers’. 





No more striking evidence of the growth of the business in con- 
densed milk can b: given than in the statement of the Anglo- 
Swiss Condensed Milk Company, that ** The annual production 
of condensed milk is estimated at 6,000,000 Cans, manufactured 
by eleven diffe ent firms in Europe and Ameri 1, of wh'ch the 
above-named company manufacture 40,000,000; that is to sy, 
the Anglo-Swiss Condensed Milk Company supply two-thirds of 
the world’s entire demand, and the other ten firms the remaining 
third.”” This great house has its parent establishment in Cham, 
Switzerland, with branches in England aid America, end it is 
«laimed that this immense growth is due entirely to the superio: 
and uniform purity of their productions, coupled with the low 


ces at wh'chth-y are sold, 2:4 





PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 


BEING A CHOICE COLLECTION OF 


PREEMINENTLY PERFECT PIECES, POEMS AND PICTURES FROM PUCK. 


For Sate spy att NeEwspEAcers. Price 25 Cents. 

RA” Mailed to ail parts of the i. S. or Canada upon receipt of price. GY 
a 
eerie . see 





| HALFORD 
= SAUCE. 


THE GREAT RELISH 


THE ONLY PU E WAUKESHA WATER IS THE 


WAUKESHA CLENN! 


The Well-Known “Queen of Waters.” 
Reigns alone among Natural Dietetic Table Waters. Its niumer* 
ous competitors have, one after another, fallen away until 
IT HAS NO RIVAL, 

The Only Spring in Waukesha that Remains at 
One Temperature Both Summer and Winter 
(i. e, 48 Degrees). 


TUR ——. of the future. —MOODY. 

THK BRST. Grea.est. Moritsall praise. TON, GEO. I. PEAL ont. 

PURE WATE R ix of even more importance t.an pure milk. -— NiUW 
YORK “ HERALD.’ 

tg oer Gienn Spring continue to run PURE WATER for ever and ever. 








Used by rf Sfedicat Faculties, Hotels, Semple Rooms and Fat nilies 
throughont the United States and Europe. Tuousands of testimonials. Be 
sure to gct tlie best. 

Address T. H. BRYANT, Waukesha, Wis. 


Waukesha is a most delightful SJMMER RESORT, on the Chicago, M yw 
waukee & St. P.ul, Chicago & Northwestern Railways. 








BITTERS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspe papain, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, and all 


A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass ofchampugne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your er cer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SLEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. ¥. 


Pickings trom Puck. 
(SECOND CROP.) 
as e Sale by all N 
y part of U. 


IMPROVED ROOT BEER. 
Packages, 25c. Mak-s 5 gailons of a de- 
licious, sparkling and wholesome bever- 
c= Sold by all Druggists, or sent by 


. HIRES, 48 N. Del. Ave., Phila., Pa. 


disorders of the Digestive Organs. 





Price 25 Cents. 
Newsdealers, 


Mailed to a: S. or Canadaonrvcetpt of price. 





H on RE of 25c, C 





WITH 
YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 5 PER CENT. 


Imperial Austrian 100-1 Government Bond, 


ISSUE OF 1860. 

These bonds are shares f4 an Austrian Government loan, an Us are rioran 
teed by the Imperial Government and redeemet in drawiees IW 
ANNUALLY, untill each bond 1s :edeemed with at least 20) er cent. over 
its face vaine. A part of the interest on the whole ioan is distribmied in 
premiums ranging from 120 florins to 60,000 florins among the holders of 
bonds redeemed in each drawing. The bonds also bear imerest at the rate 
of 5 per cent. per annum, payable semi-annually. Every boud is enticed to 

TWO DRAWINCS ANNUALLY, 

until each and every bond is redeemed with a larger or smaller premin™, 
Every bond most draw one of the following premiums, as there ure No 
BLANKS. 


2 Preminms @ 60,000 Florine - 120,000 Flo Pins, 
2 . a 10,000 - 20,000 
2 a 5,000 ad _ 10,000 
4 @ 2,000 “ _ 8,000 
30 @ 1,000 ” -- 30,000 
60 « @ 200 “ -_ 12,000 
4,300 “ @ tal 576, oro 


120 ” 
‘fogether 4,900 premiums, en pep bn 76,000 Flor ring, The next rv demp- 
tion takes place on the First 9 and every bond bought of 
us on or before the Ist of Au a5 fl entitle SHS the whole premium that may 
be drawn thereon on that date. Out-of-town orders sent in KEGISTERKD 
LETTERS, and inclosing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next draw 
ing. Balancs payable in monthly instalments. For orders, circulars, or 
any Other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING Co., 


160 Fulton Street, Core s Broadway, New York City. 
EST ED IN 18 
&& The above Governme t —- are not to b: compared with any Lot- 
tery whatsoever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeals, aud do net con- 
dict with any of the laws of the United States, 
N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English Puck. 





Numbers 9, 10, 26 and 371 of English Puck will ve 
bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
































































SATEPPLER. 


MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITH 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 
° 
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HERCULES AT THE CROSS-ROADS.—THE 
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CHOICE OF WISDOM. 





OFFICE OF “PUCK” 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 





